
The T ragedie of 

Wooing; poore Craftfmcn with the craft of {miles, 

And pitient vnderbearing of his fortune. 

As twercto banifti their afifefts with him, 

Off goes his Bonnet to an Oyfter-wench, 

Abrace of Dray men bid God fpeed him well. 

And had.the tribute of his fupple knee,^ . 

With thankes my Countrey-men,my louing friends. 

As were our England in reuerfion his. 

And he ourfubic&cs next degree in hope. 

greenr. Well,he is gone, ana with him go thefc thoughts. 
Now for the Rebels which ftand out in Ireland , 
Expedientmannage mud be madc(my Liege) 

Ere further leyfure yeeld them further mcanes 
For their aduantage,and your highnefle Ioffe. 

Ktng. We will our felfein perfon to this Warre, 

And for our Coffers, with too gi eat a Court 
And liberall larges, are growne femewhat light} 

We are infbrft to farme our royall Realme, 

The reuenue whereof lhall furnifh vs : 

For our affaires in hand if that come Ihort, 

Our fubftitutes at home fhall haue blanckc Charters, 
Whereto, when they /hall know what men are rich. 

They lhall fubferibe them for large fummes ofGold, 

And (end them after to fupply our wants. 

For we will make for Ireland prefently. 

Enter 'Bufoie wtth ncXVcs, 

Bufo. OldlohnofGauntis grieuous ficke,ray Lord,' 
Sodainely taken, and hath fen tpoft haft 
To intreate your M&ieftie to viut him. 

Kmg. Where lies he? 

Bufij, At Ely houfe. 

King. Now put it (God) into thePhifitions roinde, 

To helpc him to his Graue immcdiatly : 

Thelyning of his Coffers Lhall make coatcs, 

To deckeour Souldiours for thefe Info Warre s. 

Come Gentlemen, lets all goe vifit him. 

Pray God we may make hafte, and come too late : 

Amen, - ExettnK 
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King Richard the Second , 

Enter felon of gaunt fickepith the Duke of York e^c. 
gaunt. Will the King come, that I may breath my laft. 
In holfome counfell to his vnflayed youth; 

York- Vex not your felfe,nor ftriuc not with your breath 
For all in vaine cbmes counfcll to his care. 

Qaunt. Oh, but they fay,the tongues of dying men. 
Inforce attention like deepe harmonic : 

Where wordes are fcarcc,they are feldorae fpent in vaine. 
For they breath tructh that breath their words in painc. 

He that no more mull fay,is lilfcned more 

Then they whom youth and cafe hath taught to glofc. 

More are mens ends markt,then their liues before: 

The fetting Sunne,andMuficke at the glofc, 
Asthelafttafteof fwcetesis fweetcftlaft. 

Writ in remembrance, more then thinges long part. 
Though Richard my liues counfell would not heare. 

My deaths fad tale may yet vndeafe his Care. 

York- No, it is ftopt with other flattering found*,-, 

As prayfes of his Rate : then there are found 
Lafciuious Meeters,to whofe venom found 
The open care of youth doth alwayes liften. 

Report offafhiom in proud I take, 

Whofe manners ftill our tardic apifh nation 
Limps after in bafe imitation. 

Where doth the world thru ft foorth a vanitic. 

So it be new, there’s no rcfpefl how vile. 

That is not quickly buzdinto his cares? 

Then all too late comes Counfell to be heard. 

Where Will doth nnitinie with Wittes regard.; 

Direft not him whofe way himfclfe will cho ufe, 

Tis breath thou lackft,and that breath wilt thou loofe. 

gaunt, Mee thinkes I am a Prophet new infpirdcj. 

And thus expiring,do foretell of him} 

Hisrafh fierce blaze ofrio t cannot laft : 

For violent fires foone burne out themfelues, 

Small fhowers laft long, but fodaine ftormes arc {hort : 

He tires betimesjthat fours too faft betimes, 
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